722 Femmere Avenue 
Interlaken, N.J., 07712 
May 18, 1966 


Mr. Harold Weisberg 
Hyattstown, Md., 2073il 

Dear Mr, Weisberg: 


lour letter arrived this morning and, along with it, as chance would have it, a copy 
of your book which Carey McWilliams forwarded to me. Naturally, I haven’t had a chance 
to read the book yet, but I'm glad you got it out. Steve Barber had told me about it 
on the phone some weeks ago, but I didn’t know at the time you had gone ahead with your 
own printing plans. Congratulations. 

This is the mast frustrating thing I have ever encountered in all ny years as an author. 
I began in December, 196 U, circulating a detailed memorandum to magazines,' trying to 
interest someone in the falacies of the Warren Report, iff object was much more limited 
than yours. It was, for the purposes of a magazine article, concentrated on just one 
point: was there a conspiracy or wasn’t there? And its basic procedure was to take 
the Whrren Report's thesis of how the assassination happened- — to take it exactly and 
then show that, according to the Warren Commission's own evidence, it absolutely could 
hot have happened that way. 

As you know even better than I, the evidence absolutely swears at the conclusions, but 
I found it Impossible (and I underline the word advisedly) to interest anyone in 
exposing this simple and undeniable fact. Editors would read the memorandum, puzzle 
over it, then say to me, "I'fe've all looked at it, and we can’t find any flaw in your 
reasoning, but—" The "but" always trailed off pretty weakly into the excuse that 
pephaps there would be some "new evidence” changing everything before they could get 
the article into print. Look had the memo for six solid weeks, and then we had to 
ask for it back, if they weren't going to use it. The Nation shied from the idea of 
opening up a divisive issue; that’s my interpretation, but about the only way I can " 
describe their attitude, and then, too, there was Carey's admiration for Vferren and 
his friendship with some of the staff whom he highly regarded. Well, f 1 won’t bore you 
with it all, but I got nowhere. , : ’• ■ ; 

Last September, Ramparts got all excited; I did some 20,000 words plus for them; they 
were as happy, to use Earl Mundt’s phrase, as a South Dakota pheasant in a South Dakota 
cornfield* Then, all of a sudden, something happened to them. What , I still don’t know. 
Steve Barber has picked up a rumor that someone connected with the commission has done 
an expose about the slipshod way the investigation was handled; and- it strikes Carey and 
me that this is what will probably appear in' Ramparts, since it fits their naBSZkfcraac&xzH 
sensationalized, ’’inside" formula of recent issues. Anyway, after threatening to sue 
the bastards, I've finally gotten the manuscript back- — and I guess I can eat it* I'm 
trying to interest Carey and The Nation, but that seems a dubious proposition. §o that's 
my story. I would appreciate it if you can send me your copy of the flier that Ramparts 
put out. I've heard about it, but haven't seen it— and I'd like t© have it, just in 
case Ramparts tries to KKstaxs poach some of my material, which they may. 

Anyway, I'm glad you got out this broadside; it's needed. But isn't it a helluva 
commentary on this country that the assassination of a much-beloved President could 
be treated this way? 

. . ■ Tours truly, 



